
SOME BOOKS OF THE DAY
THAT ARE WORTH READING.

Jack London Gives Us a Delight¬
ful Story About a Dog in Alaska.
Dwight W. Huntington Has

a Companion Book for
the Huntsman.

«SEVERAL SHOBT REVIEWS

"letters of a Diplomat's Wife," by Mary
King Wnridington ; "A Victim of Con¬

science," by Milton Goldsmith; "A

Sociable Ghost," by Olive Har¬

per; "IIow Pnrls Amuses It¬

self," by F. Berkley Smith.
Features of the New

Magazines.

THE CALL OF THE WILD. Written by
Jack London. Published by the Mnc-
millan Company. For sale In Rich¬
mond by the Bell Book and Stationery
Company. Trice Î1.50.

No other American can wrlto of Alaska,
its prlmltiveness, its vastness, its,- snows,
¦lienco and savagery, ns Jack London can.

"The Call of the Wild" is the story of
¦ dog. In Its setting there Is a remote,
.hadowy California background, overshad¬
owed by "the heart of things prlmordinl,"
Into which life plunges in the Klondike.
The dog hero of Mr. London's book Is

called "Buck." Born of his father, Elmo,
¦ Saint Bernard, and his mother, Shep, a

Scotch shepherd dog, he first opened his
eyes In tho sun-kissed Santa Clara Valley
home of Judge Miller, whore ho was so

respected by the household that ho came

to have fine pride in himself, arrogntlng
tho sirs that comported with his ac¬

knowledged kingship in his California
kingdom.
His reign came to an end through the

treachery of an under gardner, Manuel,
This man had a weakness for gambling
and for losing the wages that should have
cone to the support of his family. Tho
year was 1897, when dogs to pull sleds in
ths frcosen north commanded big prices.
Manuel wanted money, and Buck was a

magnificent specimen of canine strength
and development. Ergo, Manuel took tho
unsuspecting dog for a walk to tho rall-
vray station and sold him to a kidnapper.
Buck was throttled into semi-unconscious¬
ness, put on the train and taken in the
express car to San Francisco. When he
reached there he had his first encounter
with brutality In the shape of a heating
from a man. who had a club In Ills hand,
and knew how to use It. with advantAgo.
Then and thero the Iron entered Into

Buck's soul. The old, trusting, lazy, af¬
fectionate stage of his existence was gone.
He entered upon the realization of a new

life. In which he submitted to domination
where he must, met cunning with cun¬

ning, and fought for his Ufo among tho
savages of his own breed with whom he
was thrown, with the awakened instincts
whloh sounded the first "Call of the
"Wild," and sent his imagination thrilling
hack through tho centuries to the time
when his ancestors ran through the pri¬
meval forests and hunted and killed as

they ran.
In the meantime, the chapters which

chronicle Buck's experience In the Klon¬
dike are vivid' and Intensely interesting.
He first served Francois and Perrault,
the bearers of Canadian government dis¬
patches, in the run from Dawson to
Shaguag. And during this run his educa¬
tion progressed. He learned to wor.k In
harness with the best and most expe¬
rienced sled dogs, to sleop comfortably In
tho snow, to eat coarse food and to steal
an extra share when ocoasion demanded
it. Ho bided his opportunity and slew his
enemy.a big white spitz dog.then took
the leader's place, which his enemy's death
had left vacant Ho behaved hlmsef so

well to Franclos and Perrault that, the»
wept to part with him when Skaguay was

reached
Then Buck was put In charge of" a

Scotch half hreed, and doubled on the
trail, retracing with the other dogs who
formed tho team the weary way to Daw-
ton, dragging tho mall train behind him
nnd them. When Buck now lay beside tho
camp fire after he day's work was done,
the Sunland of his early past seemed
dim and distant, and the stirrings of his
heredity grow stronger and stronger; the
"call" sounded nearer and clearer, and
his dreams were full of 'visions In which
memories of the past quickened and be¬
came alive again. Ho had learned to love
work and leadership, but change to bad
masters, coupled with insufficient food
and Incessant toll, brought him near tho
end of all things. He saw his comrades in
harness fall njjd- die. He was saved from
death himself only bï' tho almost nicker¬
ing out of hlB spark of life and by the in¬
tervention of John Thornton, into whose
oamp, at the mouth of White River,
Buck's owners had strayed. ThoFe
owners pcdarted and left him behind.
Then followed the episode of his life with
Thornton, the happiest. Ink In hlB asso¬
ciation with mankind, for ho came in
time to regard his preserver with a pas¬
sionate love that bordered on adoration.
One of ho most vivid chapters in the
book tells of how Buck won a wager for
John Thornton, of sixteen hundred dol¬
lars.
The «winning of the «wager enabled

Thornton to go hunting for1 gold Into the
Alaskan East and find it. While he and hla
partner gathered their dust and nuggets,
the dogs worn resting, and tho "call of
the wild" came still clearer and louder
Into Buck's ears day by day. One night he
.prang from íleep Into the forest and,
haa-lng marie friends, ran and hunted
.with his wild brother, the wolf. His af-
fnotlon for Thornton brought him back,
but he took to sleeping out at night, and
as he came to know his power nnd the
full measure of his strength, now devel¬
oped In Its vigor and perfection, tlio lust
of killing awoke In him and made him
formidable, lndf-ed. In tho fall of the year,
he chanced upon a wounded hull moose,
cut It off from tho heard, ran It down,
made prey of It and had his feast. After
this was over ho turned his steps home¬
ward. He found there a bund of yeol.ats,
who had slain John Thornton and his
partner, and were dancing about the ruins
of 'JTiornton's cabin.
The dog fell upon them and avenged his

master. When they were gone he sut and
mourned for John Thornton, but when tho
night came ones more, he hoard the call,
and answering it. he was soon "running
side by side with his wild brother, and
yelping as he ran. There was nothing
left to hold him longer and when the long
.winter nights carne and tho wolves, fol-
lowed their meat into the lower Alatkan
valleys, he might be seen running at the
head Of the pack through the pale moon¬

light or glimmering borealla, leaping gi¬
gantic above hla fellows, hi« -~re.it throat
a-billow as he sang a song of the younger
world, which was the song of the pack.".
The story B6i>ms easy telling in the ret¬

rospect. The force that has been put lnl/>
it, the «trength with which Klondike mat¬
ters have been touched, the lifting of the
curtain wolling that primordial land, and
the sombre gllmpbes that are given.these
things come only into the consciousness
of the reader who must acknowledge that
although the fame of the book has pre¬
ceded Its coming, Its half cannot be told;
it must bo known.

OUR FEATHERED GAME. By Dwlght
\V. Huntington. < 'liarles Sciibners
Sons, publishers. New York. »2 net.
For »ale by the B*ll Book and Sta¬
tionery Company.
Xid* id t. hand-book for »jiottiintp, Is-

J-

?ue3 In ferlbner's r.erles ol ''Books
Nntnre-Lovrr.i." It Is by no menns

haust ¡ve, but in Us Sl'fi pages there 1
wide fund of Information for sportri
relating to "our feathered game." Tl:
nre also eight full-page Illustrations
typlcnl sporting scenes, made fi
drawings done by the author, and ;

photographie reproductions of more tl
one hundred game birds.
The author states that the purpose

h!s book Is to describe all the game hi
in the United States, and to tell wh
nnd how they may bo shot. Hu does
succeed in this purpose so well as

expected, Judging from tho meagre r

erenco to Pome of our Virginia bit
Perhaps the author does not atti
quite tho same importance to them t!
wo do. He trents very entertnlnly, he
ever, of practically every variety
feathered game, nnd ns fully as his spi
would permit. With tho aid of the <

scrlptlons nnd the photographs nn nn

teur ought to be able to Identify ev<

bird In his bag. Chnpters on guns n

dogs and on gamo clubs and presen
show the thoroughness aimed nt. t
author has hunted very widely and Ib
authority on field sports. He has dra«,
widely t-pon his experience for many 1

tcrestlng nnd Instructive Incidents.
The book Is divided Into three pari

In Book I. gallinaceous birds are dl

cussed, such ns phensnnts, grouse nt

partridges. In the second book, wl
fowl or swimmers, Including sea due'
nnd river ducks; and the third scctli
Is given to the Phoro birds or -wadet
Each book or part Is prefaced by an I'

trodnctory chapter applied to tho sped
under discussion.

LETTERS OP A DIPLOMAT'S WIF
Written by Mary King Wnddlngto
Published by Charles Scribner's Son
of New York. For sale by tho Be
Book and Stationery Company,
Richmond.

One of the most charming of recent pul
licatlons embodies the experiences nn

observations of Mary Alsop King Wat
dlngton, the daughter of tho Inte Charit
King, president of Columbia College, Ne-
York, who went abroad with her motlic
and Bister« In 1871, and In 1ST4 marrie
M. William Henry Waddington, whe
in 1SS3, was sent as nmbnssador-extraoi
dinary to represent France at the corona

tlo'n of Alexander III. at Moscow. Who
lie returned he succeeded M, Tlssot a

ambassador to the court of St. James.
Madame Waddington's description o

her offlcinl life covers tho years, betweei
1F83 and 1900, and Includes tho time spen
by herself and her husband In Russli
and England. Her style In description o

people, places and events Is bright am

charming, and her book, including as I
docs, mention of many distinguished per
sons 1n diplomatic and royal life, com

mends Itself with special force to reader;
in general and special.

A VICTIM OF CONSCIENCE. By Mil¬
ton Goldsmith. Published by tho Hen¬
ry T. Coates Company, of Philadel¬
phia. For sale by the Bell Book and
Stationery Company.

The author of "A Victim of Conscience"
has written a very strong psychological
romance, showing the effect of the com¬

mission of crime on human life and char¬
acter. The central character of the book
is Isaac, a Jew. who is haunted by re¬

morse at having sin In a man In a fit of
passion, and who tries In every way to
atone to his conscience for the sin. The
references In the latter part of the book
to Richmond and Richmond people are

specially interesting.

THE SOCIABLE GHOST. Written by
Olivo Harper, Published by J. S.
Ogllvle Company, of New York. For
sale by tho Bell Book and Statlonery
Company.

This book gives an account of what
a young newspaper learned and saw from
a "Sociable OhoBt," whom he met In old
Trinity churchyard one May night. An
acquaintance begun then and there led
to the reporter's attending an underground
ball, banquet and a convention.
The underground "four hundred," their

doings, conventionalities and amuse¬

ments are described In a very enter¬

taining and clever way. The book is

highly original and very funny.

HOW PARIS AMUSES ITSELF. By
F. Berkeley Smith, author of "The
Beal I^atln Quarter." Illustrated by
the author and other artists. New
York: Funk & Wagnalls Company.

Mr. Smith has In this book given a good
Idea of how one amuses one's self in
Paris. There Is no other place In the
world where the same sort of amusement
can be had ns In Paris. The verb
"s'amuser" Is fully defined In Mr. Bmlth'a
books. Some of the Illustrations are very
realistic, and, like tho text, somewhat
risque,, but In this day and generation
there seems to ho a demand for things
risque, and authors will cater to the taste
of the public. Tho book Is Instructive to

one who has never been to Paris, and
to one who has seen tho things which
tho author depicts It Is pleasant to visit
thorn again in contemplation.
There are certain maltors in evidence

In the. F*ronch capital which spring's from
tho theory of life and of social relation¬
ship which chiefly obtains there, but
which Is not so frankly avowed else¬
where. The author's tenduncv to note
these facts rather Insistently lowers the
morai tone of his work and detracts from
It as a study. It tolls of the groat varie¬
ty of places whore tho whirl of tlio world
Is checked for the fisko of diversion, of
tho Innumerable, eating houses and the
scores of little theatres. Those two lines
embrace tho major part of tho work.
Much is told of the personality of the
restaurant keepers and of the managers
of the cabarets and "bouls-bouls," or

miniature play-houses, while occasional
descriptions of characteristic patrons of
theáe. places add to tho human interest
oí tho volume..R. L. M. S.

August Magazines.
The August number of tho Smart Set

is the best yet published of that niost suc¬
cessful magazine. The totnl of its con¬
tents.In story, poem, ossay. humor.Is
admirable both for Its literary worth und
for Its Interest, while the variety öfters
sufficient for the best taste of every
reader.
Mrs. Burton Harrison contributes the

novelette, "Sylvia's Husband," which Is
perhaps the most fascinating piece of Po¬
tion this author has written. The story
Is delightful, absorbing and done with
peculiar «harm.
Among the short stories of the number

Is one by Gertrude A.thertoti, "The Bell
in the Fog," which la of profound power.
In wholly different vein Is "The Wire-
Tappers." by Arthur Stringer, stirring, as¬
tonishing, unique, Other contributions In
short stnrleB and poems aro fully up to
the "Smart Set" standard,

K. Ncsblt appenr» again In Alnslee's
with a story In tho August number oven
more Interesting than "Tho Lie Abso¬
lute." it Is entitled "Tho Force of
Ilublt," nnd while It Is, In fact, a psycho,
logical Btudy. it is not In the least didac¬
tic; the picture Is drawn delicately, and
with,the utmost skill, and with the sumo

optimistic good-nature that pervades
"Tlio Bod House" and "The Lie Abso-
.lute." by tho same author.
John Oliver Hobbeg is un August ron-

tflbutor, Bo Is Charles Bt Imorit Davis;
and last, but not least, Myrtle Reed,
Whose story Is very clever.

"Bverybody's" has a cover legfnd for
Aub'usi-- "Good, Summer Reidius." A

timely article which 1« prominent In Its
pages gives Marion Crawford's views on

"Pope Lco'r Successor." The illustra¬
tions for Mr. Crawford's article are ex¬

ceedingly fine, and tho article iiRelf Is
hot only Inteircstlng, hut has weight
from the fact that Mr. Crawford was

the Pope's official biographer, nndAtli.it
It Is written in Its author's usual and
beautiful stylo. "A Vncntlon Sympo¬
sium," by Frederick North, has been
so delightfully illustrated by Atina
Whelen Betts as to embody the real
spirit and vervo of out-of-door life nnd
living. The entire liable of contents
makes the August "Everybody's" most
desirable.

. * »

"Country Lifo In America" has In Its
August issue the following little picture
poem, aptly described by Its name."Mid¬
summer";
Hushed aro the song of birds,
.And wearily tho patient herds
Of dun-rcdt Jerseys seek tlio shndo a-fjeld,
Or slnko their thirst amid the oozy

shallows
By shrinkage of the pasture stream ro-

veal'd.
Deserted, brown and dusty Ho the fal¬

lows;
¦While outlined on tho hills against the

sky
Flocks of white sheep, clOEV-shorn, In

silence lie.

It. D. Sodgwlck, Jr., In the World's
Work for August, makes some comments
which show his Idea of the wonderful
organization of the Romnn Catholic
Church. Ho says:
The Romnn Catholic Church Is the

most wonderful organization In tha world.
The German Empire, tlio French Re¬

public, tho Itallnn Klngdhm aro In their
Infancy, the United States a little more

than a hundred years old; tho empires of
Russia, Austria and of England cannot
run their claims back a thousand years;
but within a hundred years after tho
death of Christ wo find n Bishop of
Rome writing to other churches with au¬

thority; and within a few centuries the
church was orgnnlzed very much In the
same fashion that it is to-d.ay, and tho
Pope had become in Importance second
only to the greatest kings.

Mr. Alvah P. James, the famous sports¬
man Journalist, has undertaken for "Field
nnd Stream," the charge of an expedition
into South America. The expedition Is

equipped for a fifteen months' Journey.
It landed at Callao, Peru, and after threo
months in the higher Andes will descend
tho Amazon from Its headwaters to its
mouth. Mr. James has taken with hlni
an expert photographer, n taxidermist
and a naturalist. Tho wtory of his pro¬
gress through a land of the greatest
future Importance must be of Interest
alike to the nature-lover, historian, scl-
onUst or student.

There will bo another "Pa Gladden"
story in tho August Century, "Tho
Tramp." For this the material was large¬
ly drawn from family tradition, for Pa
Glnddeu's character Is actually based
upon that of Mrs. Elizabeth Cherry
AValtz's father, Major John Nicholas*
Cherry, of Columbus, Ohio, a man of
broad and genial charity, much humor
nnd quaint phraseology.
Who is Elizabeth Cherry Waltz, whoso

Pa Gladden stories have made her known
this last year to every reader of tho
Century? Tho writer of these simple stud¬
ies of common men and women, of iso¬
lated folk, Is literary editor of the Louis¬
ville Courier-Journal, and wife of Fred¬
eric H. Waltz, financial editor of tho
Louisville Herald. Their home !&¦ in Mead-
owbrook, a pretty trolley connected sub¬
urb of Louisville, where gardens and birds
and dogs are Mrs. Waltz's chief prido
and pleasure.

Leaders In

High-Grade Furniture

To Close What Stock Wo Have
on Hand, Wo Will Allow

On all Go-Carts, Children's
Carriages and Rofnßorators for
Cash.

OPAL ¡i
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OAK CASES wit* 0P.ii_.

Broad St.

NEW PAPER
TO START UP

Jcffry Montague and Others
Behind It.

WILL CALLITTHE CAVALIER

Politico-Literary in its Nature, it Will Be

Published Every Saturday Morning
and Will Beofn Very High

Character.

Another bold attempt Is about to bo
made to wrest victory from a stricken
field whereon many have gone down In
confessed defeat, and tills time the at¬
tack is so audacious In the nice of former
disaster and Its forces will be >o thorough¬
ly organized nnd equlpi"'< when tho bail
opens that it seems possible tho new ven¬
turo will manage to escape tho yawning
newspaper graveyard m here reposes t..o
vanished coin and good Intentions of
hopeful predecessors." It is nut a daily
paper that la about to bo sprung up. II
tlio unsuspecting public. Tho cditor-to-
ho of tho new publication Bays with »
l.iugli that ho wouldn't be so foolish as to
try that oven If he. had the i\vo or six
hundred thousand dollars it would cost
lo fight thing« Into tlio same condition
they wero when tho great shake-up and
hyphenation-Juggle took place belWen tlio
"mixed foresomo" that are now so nicely
linked up. .No, Richmond Is B00n ,0 "u
treated to tlio appearanco of a weekly pe¬
riodical of unusual chuta.-ter, to 1)0 call¬
ed "The Cavalier." -to bo sold on the
no.wstands for ten cents a copy and to be
delivred to subscribers for .>.'. a year. It
Is designed to bo "gravo and gay, epl-
crntnmatlc and otherwise." _,

Mr. .loitry Montague, late of lie
Tlmcs-Dlspacth und formerly secre¬

tary of tho Deep Hun Hunt
Club, Is the projector of the enter¬
prise. He .has good ha. king in Richmond
and among certain publishing Influences In
New York. Stops have been taken to
copyright tho title of the Cavalier, and tho
assembling of the material and "sinews of
war" for tho production of the paper is
going on steadily. Not Richmond only and
Virginia are to be taken as tho field for
this ambitious enterprise, but all of the
South, and, Indeed, tho United States and
the whole wide world.
Mr. Montague was for over a year and

a half literary editor and occasional edi¬
torial wrltor on T.ho Times and tho later
Times-Dispatch. His editorial irtid literary
experience has been mote extensive than
this, however, having been gained form¬
erly In New York In the employ of tho S.
S. McCluro Company In its old quarters
down In Lafayette Place; in the employ
of Charles Scribner's Sons, and during a

previous two years' training In the busi¬
ness and editorial offices In tho "Argo¬
naut" In San Francisco, a pollHco-lltcrary
weekly, which ranks with tue London
"Spectator," the New York "Nation and
other excellent periodicals. Ills Idea for
the "Cavalier" is to produce something
BUbstanlal, worthy of the highest atten¬
tion and respect both at home and away
from hero, which shall be typical of its
environment, and thus representativo be-
foro its own people and the world of tho
progressive activities and conservative
traditions of an integral part of the whole
peopie.
To thin! end, bo the publishers' an¬

nouncement says. "The Cavalier will
maintain. In addition to its Illustrated
news and magazine features, an animated
and unconventional review, by competent
writers, of the essential news of tho
week, and notes and conservatively liberal
discussion of politics (Impersonal), lit¬
erature art (with special reference to
Richmond's art interests), industry, fi¬
nance, sportsmanship (the various hunts
and horse shows, shooting, fishing, dogs,
aquatic, sports, collegiate athletics, golf
and other amateur sports), country life,
tho military, antiquities, society (to a

limited and exclusive extent), and other
interesting abstractions nnd activities.
Its literary department will be found c--

pecially complete, with original features
of permanent value."
Mr. Montague states that he studied

the ciuostlon of a title for tho paper
for a long time in vain, and was not
at all satisfied, at first, with the titln
flnnlly selected because It seems rather
high-flown and a very difficult thintr
to Uve up to. But he says that his
objections were all removed when he read
in a speech made by the Hon. Augustus
Van Wyck at ono of the annual ban¬
quets of the Southern Society In New
York '.ho fallowing deflnlücn of the
word cavalier, which fits the desired
tone of the new paper r.lcely:
"In ¡ill ages and among all races." said

Mr. Van Wyck, "there have been two
elements which aro well defined by tho
terms, when used In their broadest sense,
Cavalier and Puritan. The Puritan was a

pessimist and represented the unfortu¬
nate, unsuccessful, unhappy and discon¬
tented In his race. The Cavalier was an

optimist and represented tho successful
happy and contented, and when tho Bo-
man legions cönid not longer successfully
resist tho Barbarians it was he who pre-
served In the dark ages the virtues and
tho beneficent portions of the Tiomnn civ¬
ilization for the further uplifting of man¬

kind in the Bennrilpsanco. They both wero

religious. Your fathers anrl their ances¬
tors nnd their forbears, whether from
the continent or the British Islands, were

of the Cavalier who peopled and domina¬
ted tho policy of the South, They were

a practical people and migrated to Amer¬
ica, not as refuges from civil, metaphysi¬
cal, philosophical or i-'cllglous Intolerance
Incident to that bitterly controversial
nge; thev came not to conquer and despoil
the weak, us did Cortcz in his bloody
march from the sea to the halls of tho
Monleziimiis a ml Ply.nrro. In his rierfldv
to the unfortunate Incas ol Peru; put
thev came to challenge new opportunities
in fresh and undeveloped fields and-reap
the fruits thereof, in search of fertile
land to cultivate with the avowed^ object
if building a new state upon tho now
continent. They were a hlgh-spir ted peo-
pie and fully able to defend their rig its

and liberties either In the old or the
new country, and neither feared perse,
oution now were they persecuted In tho
homea that they left. They came to this
country because they loyefl nature ami
out of doors. On the other hand, tho

Puritan migrated to this country because
I-ir- had been unsuccessful In tho land or

Ills nativity und felt that ho had been
oppressed and was persecuted there, lie

«.ame. to this country to hotter his con-
rlltion. and tho descendants.of the pu--
tan Pilgrim, utter three centuries of cul¬
ture and development 1» l1'3 new home,
lias at hist reached the successful, happy,
and contented condition «>f "'" (-'-,Vil"',T~
the Puritan of yesterday is tho Cavalier
of to-day. Dut there la still hero, and will
always be In every 0P«Mr£ ,aÇ£ 1 . Í
race, a Puritan element hat by hisi Vi 5
discontent ami «letemlnatlon to bettoi his
condition Is always addlnßto tho < avaller
element as lie progresses.
"Of cours,,. 1 am P°r"'?u\ " "

aware," says Mr. Montague, that some
Of my more Insouciant friends and many

impartial strangers will bo 1la;yl.yï o<1is
the Cavalier win not I've « >'«» «
] am the last ,,.<. to complnof pre! -

dice. 1 thank heaven T am full of Pioju-
dcee, But I trust my friends are a«

open to correction us I am- ,}'°"s.- .'
i,!,h been customaryflfor »Whes of
this s.n h, Hicinnond to fjwie out, for
the simple reason that nob'. l> is tried
it before, as near as 1 can discover, who
-now rlearjy wnat ho was at ;'»<-.'¦'
rhatover in y experience and trained as.

cuv-iller too. will tall flat

who .¿an help it alongV" _.i,= aimiit tho death

whatovei
ilstanco, il
If .«¦cpvlmrv ivhn Can IlOll» I« «n""i^iands .h'iÖf'a.iiiltroal.« about the dea 1,
.¦..¦ml.-., ,'f its predecessors. If ov.i>o.«
friendly to tho purposes of tne venture
will subscribe for the pa « .-n'I,".OI l

Borne part of his advertí' J 8 'I' I" ;
direction wo shuU ¿UrvJve not only the
fatal year aforesaid but we can turn

t)ie world." _,--»..

An Exploded Idea.
It ¡s not essential to-day that a mnn
it is not «nnii.il«- ..(Housed, horny

?NU l.l ''.li'.'ve rtlmÄ of his neck.
wear a llr"e?yeWld P,\U:.-, and wlï

lord (in.; B'.j-iMcr.

fTHE TWO VANREVELS--"'=. I
?i Copyright by McClm-G, Phillips à Co. \

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTER
By a singular chnln of clrcumstanc

Miss Betty Carewe has come to coi

fuse Tom Vanrovel nnd Cralley Qra

believing each to bo tho other. Mb

Betty Is the reigning belle of Roue
Indlnna, In tho days Just preceding tl
Mexican war. Tom Vanrevel Is a your
Inwyer of Rouen, and her father's mo

tal foe, Tho two men havo qunrrelc
over politics and also on a porsoni
matter, and old Cnrewo has threaten«
to shoot Tom should he ever find hll
on Carowo's property. Tom baa falle
desperately in lovo with Miss Betty r

first sight. Crnlley Gray, lazy, gene:
our, popular, talented, good-for-nothlni
nnd poet. Is Tom's law partner, an

is engaged to Miss Rnroaud, but ho, to.
its well as Tom, has fallen under th

spell of Miss Betty's hennty.
Crailey is tho first to discover Mis

Betty's mistake. .Instead of undecetv
Ing her, lie takes adroit advantage C

the situation to make lovo to her In th

person of bis friend. Old Carewe's bit
tor denunciations of "Vanrevel ntiluraH'
serve only further to raise In Mis
(Betty's estimation the gentlemai
whom she supposes to be the subject o

them. Carewe leaves Rouen on busl
ness. Mrs. Tonberry, an old friend o

tho family, comen to stay with Mis
Betty. For Vanrevel all this while
Miss Betty has only contempt. Whet
ho makes lovo 1o her at a ball, sh<

publicly and wltherlngly rebukes hin
for what seems to her his Infidelity ti

his flaneen, Miss Bareaud,
At length Vanrovel discovers his

friend's perfidy, by opening a letter nd
dressed to him, but meant, as ho at Ins'
puzzles out. for Cralley, and written bj
Miss Hetty. Ho loaves tlio letter wit!
Cralley and goes off into the country tc

subdue bis personal grief In the task ol

recruiting a company for the war which
Is about to be declared. On his return

Cralley confesses all to him. but Tom

refuses to Interfere to enlighten Miss

Betty. War Is declared, and all the
young men of Rouen, Cralley Included,
prepared to follow Tom to the front. On

the afternoon before the company
leaves Miss Betty, walking In tho gar¬
den, Is surprised by a ragged urchin
with a note. The note Is from Cralley
Gray, asking for a chanco to seo lier

onco again and say good-bye.
Miss Betty writes "Yes" upon the noto,

naming the time and place. The urchin
Is captured by old Carewe, who reads
the note, naming the time ,and then

sends him on to deliver it to Crailey. or.

as Carewpi also supposes, to Vanrevel,
for to him, of course. Miss Betty had
addressed her reply. Cralley nppenrs at

dusk at tho garden hedge, as Miss Betty
directed, and ns a last deception, dressed

In Tom's uniform. From a servant of

tho Carewe's Tom learns of Cralley's
danger, but too late.

CHAPTER XVIII.(Continued).
Tom sighed rather bitterly. He wi

convinced that tho harlequin wou

come homo soon, replace tho unlfor

(which wajj probably extremely becon

Ing to him, as they were of a heigl
and figure much tho same1), and afte

ward, in his ordinary dress, would sal

forth to spend his last evening wit

F-inchon. Tom wondered how Crallc
would feel and what he would thin

about himself while he was changtn
his clothes; but he T-emembercd h

partner's extraordinary powers of met

tal adjustment.and for tho first tlm

In his life Vanrevel made no nllowanr

for the other's temperament; and ther

came to him a moment when ho felt th-i

hr. could almost dislike Cralley Gray.'
At all events, ho would go out tint

Cralley had come and left again; for h

had no desire to behold the masquera

dor's return. So he exchanged his dressin

gown for a coat, fastened his collar, an

had begun to arrange his cravat at th

mirror, when, suddenly, the voice of th

old negress seemed to sound close besid
him In tha room:
"He's settln' dah.waltln'l"
The cravat was never tied; Tom's handi

dropped to his sides as h« started bacl

from the staring face In thrTTnlrror. Ro

bert Carewe was waiting.and Cralley-
All at one« there was but one vital ne

cesBity in the world for Tom Vanrevel
that wns to find Cralley; ho must go tc

Oraley.even in Carewe's own house.11«
must go to Cralley!
Ho dashed down the stairs and Into the

street. Tho pcoplo were making a great
uproar In front of the fcoiel, exploding
bombs, firing muskets In tho air, sending
up rockets; and rapidly crossing the out-

sklrt of tho crowd, he passed Into Ca¬

rewe Street, unnoticed. Here tlio detona¬
tions wore not so deafening, though the

little steamboat at the wharf was contri¬
buting to the confusion with all In her

power, screeching simultaneously ap¬

proval of the celebration and her last

signals of departure.
At tha f.Tst corner Tom had no more

than left tho sidewalk when he came

within a foot of being ridden down by
two horsomen who rodo at bo desperate
a gallop that (tho sound of their hoof-
.licnts holnrr loHl In th'« unrnar fmm Mnln

Street), they wero upon him before no

was awaro of them.
Ho leaped back with an angry shout to

know who they wero that they rodo so

wildly At tho same time a sharp explo¬
sion at the foot of tho street sent a red
flare over the scene, a flash, gone with
such Incredlblo swiftness Into renewed
darkness that he saw the flying horse¬
men nlmost as equestrian statues 1-
luinined by a flicker of lightning, but he
saw them with the same distinctness that

lightning gives and rccognzed tho fore¬
most as Robert Cnre.we. And in the In¬
stant of that recognition, Tom knew what
bad happened to Cralley Cray, for he saw

tha truth In the ghastly face of his
enemy.
Carewe rode, stiffly, like a man frozen

upon his horse, and his fnce was like
thai of a frozen man; his eyes glassy and

not llxed upon his course, so that It was

a deathly thing to sec. Once long ago.
Tom hud seen a man riding for Ills life,
and bo wore this same look. Tho animal
bounded and swerved under Vanrevel's
enemy In tho mad rush down the street,
but he sat rigid, holt upright In the sad-
die, his face set to that look of coldness.
Tho second rider was old Nelson, who

rode with body crouched forward, bis eye¬
balls like shining porcolaln set in eTbny,
and his arm like a flail, cruelly lashing
his own horso and his master's with a

heavy whip. , .,

"Do steamboat!" ho shouted, hoarsely,
bringing down the lash on one and then
on the other. "De steamboat, do steam¬
boat fn' God's sako, honey, do steam-

They swept Into Main Street Nelson
I« a .In« far across to the other's bridle
and turning both horses tonaidb Vho

river, but before they had made the cor-

ner Tom Vanrevel was running with all
the speed bat was In him toward his en-

Biuy's house Tho one block between lilm
and the forbidden ground seemed to him
miles long, and he felt that he was run-

nlng as a man In a dream, and, at the
blühest pitch of agonized exertion, cover¬

ing no space, but only working the a r

It. one place, like a treadmill. All that
wab in Ids mind, heart and soul was to

reach Cralley. He had known by the rev-

olatlon or Carewe's face In what case

be would find his friend, but as lie ran

In put tho knowledge from him with n

shudder and resolved upon Incredulity.
In pu,.',,, 1,1s certainly. All he let liim-
fr.'lf feel «as the need to run-to rua

until ho found Cralley, who was some¬

where In tho darkness of the trees about
tho long, low house on the corner. When
ho reached the bordering hedge he did not
stay for gate or path, but with a loud
shout hurled himself half ovor, half
through I bo hedge, llko a bolt from a cat¬
apult.
Light» shone from only one room In the

house, the library! but ns ho ran towards
the porch a cnndlo flickered In tho hall,
and there crime the sound of a voice weep¬
ing with terror.
At Hint be cnlled more desperately upon

Incredulity to nld him, for tho voice was

Mrs. Tnnbcrry's. If It had been any
other than sho who sobbed so hopelessly.
she who was nlwnys Bteady and fttrongl
If ho could, he would hnvo stopped to
pray now, before he faced her and the
truth, but 111» Hying feet carried him on.

"Who Is It?" she gasped, brokenly, from
tho hall. "Mamie? Have you brought
him?"
"It's II" he cried, as he plunged through

tho doorway. "It's Vanrevel I"
Mrs. Tanberry set the Iron candlestick

down upon tho table with n. crnsh.
"You've romo too late!" she sobbed.

"Another man has taken your death on
V. Imtnlr- "

Jle reeled hack npnlnst tho wall. "Oh.
Oddl" ho said. "Oh. God, Ood. G-idl
Cralley?"
"Yes," she answered. "It'» tho poor

vagabond that you loved so well."
Together they ran through the hall to

tho library. Cralley was lying on tho
long sofn, his eyes closed, his head like
a piece of carven marble, the gay uniform
in which ho had tricked himself out so

gallantly open at tho throat, and bis
white linen Stained with a few llttlo
splotches of rod.
Beside him knelt Miss Betty, holding

h«-r lnco handkerchief upon hh' breast;
she was as white as ho and as motion¬
less; so that ns she knelt there, Immov¬
able, beside him, her firm llko alabaster
across his hronst, they might hnvo been
a sculptor's group. Tho handkerchief
was stained a llttlo. like the linen, and.
like It, too, stained but a little. Nearby,
on tho floor, stod-l a flask of brandy and
a pitcher of water.
"You!" Miss Betty's face showed no

change, or oven a faint surprise, ns her
eyes fell upon Tom Vanreyel, but her
lips soundlessly framed tho word, "You!"
Tom flung himself on his knees beside

her. >
"Cralley!" he cried. In a sharp voice

that had a terrible shake In It. "Crnl-
ley! Cralley! I want you to hoar me!"'
He took one of the limp hands In his
and began to chafe It. while Mrs. Tan-
berry grasped the other.
"There's still a movement In tho pulse."

she faltered.
"Still!" eachoecl Tom, roughly. "You're

mad! You made me thinjt Cralley was

dead! Do you think Cralley Gray is going
to die? He couldn't. I tell you.he
couldn't;; you don't know him! Who's
cone for thft flnrtor?" Ttrt rtrmheil pinmp

brandy upon his handkerchief and set It
to tho white lips.
"Mamie. She was here in the room with

me when It happened."
"'Happened'! 'Happened'!" ho mocked

her, furiously. " 'Happened' Is a beauti¬
ful word I"
"God forgive me!" Bobbed Mrs. Tan-

hcrry. "I was Bitting in tho library, and
Mamie had Just come from you, when
wo hoard Mr. Carewe shout fror my
cupola room: 'Stand away from my
daughter. Vanrevel. and take this like a

dog!" Only that;.and Mamie and I ran

to tho window, and we saw through the
dusk a man in uniform leap back from
Miss Betty.they were In that little open
spneo near the hedge. Ho called out
something, and waved his hand, but tho
shot came at the same time and he fell.
Even then I was sure. In spite of what
Mamie had said. I was as sure as Robert
Cárewé was, that It was you. He came

and took one look.and saw.and then
Nelson brought the horses and made hlrn
mount and go. Mamie ran for tho doctor,
and Betty and I carried Crailey In. It was

hard work."
Miss Botty's hand had fallen from

Crallcy's breast where Tom's took Its
placo. Sho rose unsteadily to her feet,
nnd pushed back the hair from her fore¬
head, shivering convulsively as she look¬
ed down at the motionless flgure on the
sofa.
"Cralley!" said Tom, In the same an¬

gry, shaking volco. "Cralley, you've got
to rouse yourself; This won't do; you've
got to be a man! Cralley!" He was trying
to force tho brandy through the tightly
clenched teeth. "Crailey!"
"Cralley!" whispered Miss Betty, lean¬

ing hoavly on tho back of a chair.
"Crailey?" sho looked at Mrs. Tanberry

with vague Interrogation, but Mrs. Tan-
berry did not understand.

"Crailey.*"
It was then that Crafley's eyelids flut¬

tered and slowly opened; and his wan¬

dering glance, dull at first, slowly grew
clear and twinkling as It rested on tho
ashy, stricken face of his best friend.
"Tom," he said feebly, "it was worth

tho price, to wear your clothes Just
once.1"
And then, at last. Miss Betty saw and

understood. For not tho honest gentle,
man, whom everyone except Robert C'a-
rowe held In esteem and affection, not bei
father's enemy, Vanrevel. lay before hoi
with the death wound In his breast foi
her sake, but that other.Cralley Gray
tho ne'er-do-well and llght-o'-love, Crallej
Gray, wit, poet, and scapegrace, the well-
beloved town scamp.
He saw that she lenew, nnd, ns hli

brightening eyes wandered up to her. lit
smiled faintly. "Even a bad dog likes tc
have his day," he whispered.

CHAPTER XIX.
THE FLAG GOES MARCHING BY.
Will Cummlngs had abandoned the

pen for tho sword until such time as
Santa Anna should cry for quarter, nnd
bad loft the office In charge of "an Im¬
ported substitute; but late that nlghl
he came to his desk once moro, tc
write the story of the accident to Cor¬
poral Gray; and the tale that ho wrote
had been already put Into writing by
Tom Vanrevel as It fell from Cralley's
lips, after the doctor had como, so lint
none might doubt it. No one^ did
doubt It. What reason had Mr. Càrewe
to Injure Cralley Gray? Only five In
Rouen knew the truth; for Nelson had
gone with his master; and, except
Mamie, tho other servants of tlio
Carewe household had been among
the crowd In front of tho Rouen house
when the shot was fired.
So the story went over the town;

how Crailey had called to say good-bye
to Mrs. Tanberry; how Mr. Carewe
happened to bo examining the musket
bis father carried In 1812, when tlio
weapon was accidentally discharged,
tlio ball entering Cralley's breast; how
Mr. Carewe, stricken with remorse
and horror over this frightful misfor-
tuno, and suffering too severe anguish
of mind to remain upon tho scene of
tlio tragedy, which his carelessness
had made, had fled, attended by Ills
servant, and how they had leaped aboard
the evening boat as It was pulling out,
and were now on their way down the
.river.
And this was the story, too, that

Tom told Fanchon; for it was he who
brought her to Crailey. Through the
long night she knelt at Cralley's1 side,
bis bund always pressed to hor breast
or cheek, lier eyes always upward, nnd
her lips moving wit-h her prayers, not
for Cralley to be spared, hut that the
Father would take good care, of him
in heaven till she came. "I had al-

ready given him up," she sal<l to Tom,
meekly, In a small volco, "I knew It
was to come, and perlmps tills way Is
bettor than that.I thought It would be
fur away ft'om mo. Now I can be with
him, and perhaps I shnll have him a
llttlo longer, for ho was to have gone
awny before noon."
The morning sun roso upon a fair

world, gay with bird chattering« from
Iho big trees of tho Carewo place, and
pleasant with the odors of Miss Betty's
gardon, nnd 'CriUlny, lying upon the
bed of tho man who had shot him,
henrkened nnd smiled good-bye to the
summer ho loved; and, when trie dny
broke, naked that the bed bo moved
su that he might He close by the win¬
dow. It was.Tom who had borne him
to that room. "I havo carried him
before this," ho BaU\ waving th«
others aside.
Not long after sunrise, when the

bed had been moved near the window,
Cralley begged Panchón to bring hlin
a miniature of his mother wlilch^lis
had given her, and urged her to go for
It, herself; ho wanted no bands but
hers tq touch It, ho said. And when
she had gone, hu asked to bo left alone
with Tom.
'Give me your hand. Tom." ho said,

faintly. "I'd like to keep bold of It a
minuto or s.,. I couldn't havo said
that yesterday, could I, Without caus¬
ing us both, horrible embirrassmentV
But I fancy I can now, because I'm
done for. That's too bud, Isn't It? I'm
very young, after all. Do you remem¬
ber what poor Andre Chenler said us

he went up to bo guillotined?.'There
were things In this head «if mina!'
Hut I want to tell you what's the mat¬
ter with me, It wo« Just ray being a
ha/l sort of poet. I suppose that I've
never loved any one; yot I've cared
more deeply than othor men for every
lovely thin« I ever saw, nnd thorn's
so little that hasn't loveliness In it
I'd bo ashamed not to huve cared for
the beauty In oil the women I've made
love to.but about this one.the most
bountiful of all.1."
"She will understand I" said Tom,

quickly,
"She. will.yes.she's wise nnd good. If

Fnnehon knew, there wouldn't bo even
a memory left to her.and I don't think
she'll live. And do you know, I believe
I've done a favor for Miss Betty In get-
ting myself shot; Carewo will hover cotno
bark. Tom. was ever a man's knavery so

exactly the architect of his own destruc¬
tion as mine? And for what gain? Just
the excitement of tho comedy from day
to day I.tor she was sure t. despise mi
as soon as she knew.and the desire to

hear her voice Bav another kindly thing to
pie.and the everlasting perhaps In every
woman, and this one the Heart's Deslro
of all the world! Ah. well! Tell me.
I want to hear It from you.how many
hour.« does the doctor say?"
"Hours. Cralley?'' Tom's hand twitch«

ed pitifully In the other's feeble grasp.
"I know It's onlv a few."
"They rr; all fools, doctors!" exclaimed

Vanrevel. fiercely.
"No. no. And I know that nothing can

be done. You all see it. nnd you want
nie to g/> easily.or yon wouldn't let
me have my own way so inueh! it fright¬
ens me, I own up, to think that so soon

I'll bo wiser than the- wisest In the world.
Yet I always wanted to know. I've
eought and I've sought.but now to go
out along on the search-it must bo Hie
search, for tho Uoly Grall.t."
"Please don't talk,'.' bogged Tom. in a

broken whisper. "For mercy's >ake, bul.
It wears on you so."
Cralley laughed weakly. "Do you think

I could dio peacefully without talking
a great deal? There's one thing I want,
Tom. I want to see all of them once
more, a." the old friends that are going
down the river at noon. What harm
could It do? I want them to come by
here on their way to the boat, with tho
barrä and the n»w flag. But I want
the band to play cheerfully! Ask 'em to

play -Rosin the Bow,' will you? I've
never believed In mournfuiriess. nnd I
don't want to see any of it now. It's
the rankest Impiety of all. And when
I want to sec them, as they'll bo when
they come marching home.they must
look gay!
"Ah. don't lad, don't!" Tom flung on»

arm about the other's shoulder and Cral¬
ley was silent, but rested bis band gent¬
ly on his friend's head. In that atti¬
tude Fancbon found them when «he
came.

(To be Continued Tuesday.)
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